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His first wife, a beautiful and most attractive woman,
I had known very well when I was a lad in Italy. She
was then Marchesa St. Arpino.

Excellent sport have I enjoyed at Logan, in Wig-
townshire, the beautiful home of James McDoualL He
and his wife treated me as a brother and their children I
almost consider my own. The shooting was very good
and quite exceptionally varied. It was there that I got
to know and, if he will allow me to say so, got attached
to Sir Herbert Maxwell, a first-class sportsman and a
distinguished naturalist. I remember he once poisoned
us all by sitting down to luncheon with a putrid chough
in his pocket.

I am tempted to tell my cousin Jim McDouali's
favourite story. Years ago in one of those spasmodic
efforts which we were always making to "benefit"
Ireland and for which she has invariably returned
ridicule and abuse, Portpatrick was created and a line
of steamers was run between that harbour and Dona-
ghadee. To set an example, the Viceroys were requested
to travel by that route. On the occasion in question
the Lord Lieutenant, who was a bad sailor, bolted into
his state-room and remained there.

It was blowing a perfect hurricane and the sea ran
mountains high outside. In the port, however, so far
as the sea went, there reigned a holy calm. Time went
by, BO attempt at a start was made and the Viceroy got
fractious. A bumptious young equerry was sent to
order the boat to start immediately. He conveyed his
message as offensively as young Court officials occa-
sionally do, and the captain explained that the storm